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THE SAVAGE LAND. 









THERE’S 
NO NEED TO 
TREAT ME SO 
ROUGHLY. 









I HAVE KIDNAPPING 
INSURANCE. MY PEOPLE 
ARE INSTRUCTED 






IT WILL 
DO YOU NO 
GOOD... 


WE’RE 
COUNTING 
ON IT. 


WE KNOW. 
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SAVIANO. 
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DESTINY 


I 


HAVE POWERFUL 
FRIENDS 


IF YOU INTEND 
TO HURT ME, YOU 
SHOULD KNOW 





WE ARE FILLING 
THE BOWL WITH THE 
FINEST OF MANKIND. THE 
BEST ARTISTS, THINKERS, BUT 
MOST IMPORTANTLY-- 
WARRIORS. 


AT THE TIME 
OF THE CELESTIAL 
{ CONJUNCTION, IT MAY 
BE POSSIBLE TO SUMMON 
JHOATUN LAU 
FROM HIS ICY 
DOMAIN. 


ITISA 
TREMENDOUS 
HONOR TO 
DIE FOR THIS 
SPELL. 


NINJA, LET YOUR MASTER KNOW: 
WE NEED MORE POWERFUL BLOOD... 
LET THE WARRIORS COME. 
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You 
MAY HAVE 


IT BACK. 




















~ METAL 
BONES DON’T 
BREAK, 
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NOW, YOU AIN’T THE HAND, SO 
T AIN’T LOOKIN’ TO KILL YOU. 
BUT YOUR BUSINESS WITH 
THAT CITY BELOW HAS 
GOTTA WAIT. 





STAY DOWN, 
YA DU, 
BARBARIAN/ 


You 
FOUGHT AND 
DIED WELL, 
STRANGER. 
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DEAD YET, 
BUB 
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THANKS. 
POPEYE NEEDED 
HIS SPINACH. 
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WHO’RE 
YOU--SOME 


PAL OF 
KA-ZAR’S? 


G E 
THIS CURSED PLACE. 


AVENGERS, FIGURES 


HUH? THEY’D LEAVE A 
GUY BEHIND IN THE 
SAVAGE LAND. 


AN’ THEY 
WONDER WHY 
THEY’RE ALWAYS 

ETTIN’ 


Gl 
ATTACKED. 


THE 
TREASURE 
HIDDEN HERE 
WILL BE 
MINE. 


I AIN’T HERE 
FOR TREASURE. 


LOOK, BUB. 
THERE’RE EASIER 
PLACES TO KNOCK 
OVER...BUT I TAKE IT 
YOU’RE NOT FROM 
AROUND THESE 
PARTS? 


CONAN OF 
CIMMERIA... 
BUB. 
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YOUR 
SNEAK BLADES 
MAKE YOU A 
FORMIDABLE 
FOE. TRULY, T 
HAVE NEVER 
MET A MAN AS 

DEATHLESS 
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MY FRIEND 


WAS KIDNAPPED 
AND BROUGHT 


HERE. HUH. THERE 
ARE SCENTS FROM 
JAPAN, EGYPT AND... I'VE HEARD 


SOME PLACES T ; TALES OF A WIZARD 

NEVER BEEN. WHO POSSESSES GREAT 
TREASURE: AN AMULET 
WITH A JEWEL THE 
SIZE OF AN EYE. 















IF IT IS 
THE AMULET 
YOU SEEK, WE 
WILL CROSS 
BLADES 


NOT INTO LU RAN INTO 
JEWELRY. _THE HAND ALREADY. 
THEY USUALLY DON’T 
TAKE THE LIVING, 
JUST THE DEAD. 


I HATE 
NECROMANCERS/ 





WIZARDS 
SHOULD BE 
PUT TO THE 

SWORD/ 










we CUZ 
THINGS ARE 
GONNA GET 
HAIRY. 





GOOD 
LUCK ON 
YOUR QUEST, 
LOGAN OF 


1 a 
A LOTTA GREA 
GRAB YER 
IDEAS, BUB. TREASURE, BUT 


DON’T STICK 
AROUND... 
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I’M SORRY YOU WERE 
ABOUT YOUR 4 RIGHT TO CALL ME. 
SON, YUN. cy HE COULDN’T JUST 
. DISAPPEAR FROM 
BEHIND ALL THIS 
SECURITY... 
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Nh 


THOUGH I DO 
WISH YOU WOULD HAVE 
TOLD ME_THE HAND WAS 
BEHIND THIS...AND THAT 
I’M GETTING THEY’RE HERE NOW. 


THE SENSE THAT 
THERE’S SOMETHING... THEY SAID 
SUPERNATURAL THEY WOULD RETURN 
ABOUT IT. MY BOY IF I CALLED 
FOR YOU, DOCTOR 
VOODOO. 


THE 
HAND ONLY 
AUN” YOU THINK I 


WOULD COME TO 
MADRIPOOR-- 


DID 











OKAY... 
HOW ABOUT 
“BEST TWO 

OUT OF 

THREE"? 


THANK 
YOU, DOCTOR, 
BUT NO. 


OUR 
POWER WILL 
BE JOINED WITH 
THE BLOOD IN THE 
BOWL, AND WE WILL 
BE ONE RUNG HIGHER 
ON THE LADDER TO 
OUR HEAVEN. 


MAN...WHAT 
THE HELL ARE 
YOU TALKING 

ABOUT? 


THERE |S 
A PLANET 
BEYOND PLUTO 
IN OUR OWN 
SOLAR 
SYSTEM. 


ONCE A MILLENNIUM, ¥& 
IT IS IN THE PROPER 
ORBIT TO FORM A 

CONJUNCTION 
WITH EARTH. 





“OUR SECT 
WILL SUMMON 
JHOATUN LAU, THE 
MARROW GOD... 


AND 
AFTER HE HAS 
SUPPED ON 

EARTH... 


“_-WE, HIS 
LOYAL ACOLYTES, 
WILL JOIN HIM IN 

HIS TEMPLE IN 
THE STARS. 


“A UNION 
WAS ATTEMPTED 
DURING THE LAST 

CONJUNCTION... 





“_.-BUT THE SACRIFICE 
MUST HAVE BEEN FOUND 
TO BE WANTING. 


“BECAUSE \ : = 
NONE SURVIV! SS “THIS TIME, 
: : WITH THE HELP OF 
THE OTHER MAGIC 
SECTS, WE WILL 
HAVE THE BOWL 
WELL FILLED.” 
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I’VE BEEN HERE 
FOR SO LONG...DECADES. 
ie pee Ze HAVE LEFT MY SENSES. 
I LOOK FORWARD TO FINDING 
four THE TRUTH. 


VOODOO/ 





Lis 


LS a (/ 
: Kaess eat \ 





WHY HAVE 
YOU BROUGHT 
ME DEAD? WE 

NEED POWERFUL, 
LIVING 
BLOOD. 


THESE CORPSES ARE 
BAIT...FOR A WARRIOR WHO 
HAS SHED MORE BLOOD THAN 
comers OTHER 
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GERRY DUGGAN 





The Savage Avengers # 1 


Chapter One: Deadly Orbit 
by 
Gerry Duggan 
Revised: November 12, 2018 
Polished: January 20, 2019 


PAGE 1 

PANEL 1 

INT. OPERA HOUSE 

A MALE OPERA SINGER FINISHES SINGING 


SINGER: (MUSIC NOTE) La Commedia é finita! (MUSIC NOTE) 


PANEL 2 
A standing ovation as he bows, flowers rain down. 


PANEL 3 

EXT. OPERA HOUSE 

The singer waves to fans on his way into the rear seat of a waiting SUV. The singer 
looks at the driver—never seeing the person in the back. 


SINGER: Good night, my friends. See you next time! 
Thank you, Vienna. 


PANEL 4 

From the last row in the SUV—a gloved hand covers the singer’s mouth with a 
chloroform-soaked rag. 

SINGER: MMPH! 


PANEL 5 
The SUV races off as the singer is starting to lose consciousness. 


(WAVY) 
SINGER: Where are you taking me? 


PAGES 2&3 
DOUBLE-PAGE SPREAD ACROSS THE TOP. 


LOCATOR: The Savage Land. 


PANEL 2 
An archway that is also an OMEGA symbol sits nearby. It’s guarded by two Egyptians. 


PANEL 3 

The omega symbol glows and the Hand teleports in with the singer by walking through 
the omega symbol (would be cool if they were phasing through an energy barrier or field 
looking like Kitty Pryde phasing through a wall). 


SINGER: There’s no need to treat me so roughly. 
PANEL 4 

The Hand ninja bows to the Egyptian. 

NINJA: One more for the bowl. 

PANEL 5 


They drag the singer through the city. We see evil wizards of all types. Maybe a Scottish 
Highlands evil magic user. Even a traditional wizard, or a couple of kids who look like 
British schoolkids. This is a magical “green zone.” 


SINGER: | have kidnapping insurance. My people are instructed to 
pay. 


NINJA: It will do you no good... 


PAGE 4 
PANEL 1 - SPLASH 


SINGER: What is this place? 
SICKLE PRIEST: Welcome to the City of Sickles. This is your destiny, Signore 
Saviano. 
2 
SINGER: If you intend to hurt me, you should know—! have powerful 
friends. 
3 


SICKLE PRIEST: We know. We’re counting on it. 


PAGE 5 
PANEL 1 
The Sickle Priest walks the singer out to the ramp, under the lens array. 


SICKLE PRIEST: We are filling the bowl with the finest of mankind. The best 
artists, thinkers, but most importantly— warriors. 

SICKLE PRIEST: At the time of the celestial conjunction it may be possible to 
summon JHOATUN LAU from his icy planet. 


PANEL 2 
The Sickle Priest pulls a small sickle from his robes. 


SICKLE PRIEST: Then all will join his host for all eternity. 

PANEL 3 

Silent 

PANEL 4 

The singer drops dead into the bowl. The Sickle Priest is truly sad. Note: Could we see 
a military general’s body down in the bowl? 

SICKLE PRIEST: | loved your voice. 

PANEL 5 

The Sickle Priest turns to the Hand ninja as another victim is brought in—this one is in a 
judge’s robes. Maybe put a powered wig on him so we can avoid any sense it’s a 


political jab. Just trying to sell the idea that the best of our species are being offered up. 


SICKLE PRIEST: Ninja, let your master know: We need more powerful blood...let 
the warriors come. 


PAGES 6A & 6B 
PANEL 1 
LOGO OVER THE MOUNTAIN: 


| hesitate to art direct here, but | would re-use the key art of the City of Sickles from the 
spread on 2 & 3 here—desaturate it and then put our logo over it. Below the series title, 
the chapter title and any credits should be anything else we need to know about how 
Conan ended up in the 616. 


THE SAVAGE AVENGERS 


Chapter One: The City of Sickles 
Titles, credits and any recap we might need about how Conan arrived in the 616. 


PAGE 6C - AFTERNOON 

PANEL 1 - SPLASH 

High above that previous scene CONAN THE BARBARIAN wields a primitive and 
simple iron sword against several ninja of THE HAND. They’re on patrol all around the 
city. Conan has run into a few that are up on the mountain. They’re on a snowy, rocky 
slope with a few trees. The magic hour of the lowering sky is at hand. 


We find Conan mid-fight, and in fact, mid-chop on a ninja. Conan is armed with a crude, 
plain iron sword. 


Conan wears the pelts of several beasts to keep warm. One is a wolf. One is a bear. 
The other seems to be a dinosaur, a small but tough raptor that Conan killed, skinned 
and ate. 


Bonus points for Conan wearing the head of a bear or wolf atop his head. 


Blood, bodies and weapons litter the snow. Conan’s face is a visage of pure 
determination. He will not be stopped. Tom/Alanna-l’d like to find a way to minimally do 
this, since | think we'll find that this is a Conan-led book, when in fact there is no team 
“leader” per se. 


NARRATION: Conan had stalked the Savage Land for several months, 
slaying beasts, scoundrels and questing for treasure. 
His head is destined for a crown of iron, but today the only 
metal in his possession was the heavy sword in his 
mighty hand. 


NARRATION: He approached the City of Sickles from the mountain above, 
lured by rumors of a priceless amulet hidden within one of 
the city’s turrets. 


PAGE 7 
PANEL 1 
Conan kicks the dead ninja off of his sword— 


SFX: WHAKK! 
NINJA: OOF! 
PANEL 2 


—sending the corpse into an archer that was aiming at Conan. 
CONAN: GRRARGH! 
SFX: CHAKK! 


PANEL 3 
Conan head-butts the ninja that he’s locked in combat with. 


SFX: WHUDD! 
PANEL 4 


NINJA: He has my short sword! 


PAGE 8 
PANEL 1 
—and plunges it down into the top of the ninja’s head. 


CONAN: You may have it back. 

SFX: SPLAKK! 

PANEL 2 

That sword ninja crumples and the sword ends up point-down in the snow. An important 
detail. The last living ninja has Conan dead to rights with a crossbow. 


CROSSBOW NINJA: | HAVE HIM! 


PANEL 3 
Conan heaves his sword through the air toward the ninja with the bolt— 


PANEL 4 
—the sword buries itself in the ninja. 


SFX: THWAKK! 


PAGE 9 
PANEL 1 
Conan kneels down to help himself to some ninja throwing stars. 


PANEL 2 
While down, Conan throws his eyes to the side. He only thought he was alone... 


PANEL 3 
Conan grips his crude iron sword tight. 


PANEL 4 
He violently rises like a piston—sword swinging through the air—this will surely be a 
killing blow. 


PANEL 5 
A big, translucent sound effect over the panel of Conan’s raging eyes. 


SFX: KLANNNG! 


PAGE 10 

PANEL 1 - 3/4 SPLASH 

Logan is in his ’80s Frank Miller ninja-fighting tux: the tan and brown suit. Conan’s 
sword is embedded in Logan’s head—the top of his ear hangs off from the mighty blow. 
Logan’s mask is pulled backward off his head so we can see his face. Blood streams 
down Logan’s uniform. Conan’s not holding the sword, but it’s caught in the side of his 
head —it went all the way down to the Adamantium. Logan’s claws are not popped...yet. 
| think we’d probably like to stage this over Conan’s shoulder? But I’m open to any 
better suggestion. 


(wavy) 
LOGAN: Ughhn. 

| got the guy that threw the stars at you. 
PANEL 2 


Conan is surprised: 


CONAN: Crom! 


PAGE 11 
PANEL 1 
Logan smiles and raises his fists as Conan’s bloody sword falls away. 


LOGAN: %#@$ Crom. 


PANEL 2 
Logan pops his claws. 


SFX: SNIKT! 
LOGAN: And %#@$ you too. 


PANEL 3 

Logan slashes at Conan—a fatal blow that Conan’s nimble dodge turns into what will be 
a distinguishing mark just for the first arc of SAVAGE AVENGERS: Conan has cuts 
from the three blades down his face. | prefer over the eye —but whatever looks good. 
CONAN: AH! 

PANEL 4 

Conan wipes the blood from his eye with one arm while grabbing that samurai sword 
that was blade-down in the snow. LET’S GDOOOOOO! 

CONAN: HUNH. 


PANEL 5 
Conan swings his sword—Logan throws his arm up to block. 


SFX: CHAKK! 


PAGE 12 

PANEL 1 

CLOSE ON LOGAN: 

Conan’s sword cuts deep into his arm. Logan smiles. Been a while since he’s been ina 
scrape like this. Let’s see some metal between the cut flesh. 


LOGAN: Metal bones don’t break. 
PANEL 2 

Logan kicks Conan in the gut. Conan drops the sword. 
SFX: WUMP! 

PANEL 3 


Conan is down on all fours as he reaches for a rock while Logan tries to disarm the 
situation. Fun scrap and all, but he’s on a clock. 


LOGAN: Now. You ain’t the Hand, so | ain’t lookin’ to kill you, but 
your business with that city below has gotta wait. 

PANEL 4 

Conan throws the rock at Logan’s face. 

CONAN: NO MAN COMMANDS ME! 

PANEL 5 


Logan swings af the rock with his claws — 
SFX: SPLAK! 


LOGAN: Dammit. 


PAGE 13 
PANEL 1 
—the rock gets stuck on the end of his claws. 


SFX: THUNK! 
PANEL 2 


Logan swings the rock like a mace—clobbering Conan in the temple like he swung a 
mace. 


LOGAN: Look, you dumb barbarian, I’m tryin’ my best not to kill 
ya, you, stupid son of a— 
PANEL 3 


Conan staggers near the downed samurai blade—while Logan retracts the claws, 
freeing the rock. 


SFX: SLIKK! 


PANEL 4 
Conan plunges the samurai sword into Logan’s heart. 


LOGAN: “I 


CONAN: You fought and died well, stranger. 


PAGE 14 
PANEL 1 
Logan flops face-down in the sword, seemingly dead. 


SILENT 


PANEL 2 
Conan has been pushed to the limit. Sweating. Blood smeared. Those three jagged 
slashes on his face. He’s a mess. But he’s the winner... 


CONAN: <huff> 


PANEL 3 

...or is he? Because behind Conan, Logan rises. Conan’s eyes go wide again. He 
cannot believe what his keen sense of hearing is telling him. He’s not looking at him. His 
back is turned to Logan. He can’t believe it. 


CONAN: Eh?! 


PANEL 4 
Logan pulls the sword out of his chest. 


(wavy) 
LOGAN: Sorry... 


PANEL 5 
He hands it back to Conan. 


(wavy) 
LOGAN: ...L ain’t dead yet, Bub. 
Let’s finish this. 


PAGE 15 

PANEL 1 

Conan holds the sword in front of him—defensively. Ready for round two. 
CONAN: Yield, and— 


PANEL 2 
Logan is all done playing—he slashes once with a left! 


SFX: SKRAK! 


PANEL 3 
Logan slashes with a right! 


SFX: SLAKK! 

PANEL 4 

CONAN: DEVIL! 

PANEL 5 

Conan is in his berserker mode now—wild-eyed as he barrels into Logan—forcing him 
backward toward a cliff! 


CONAN: GRRAAARGH! 


LOGAN: UGHN! 


PAGE 16 
PANEL 1 
The two fall off the mountain— 


PANEL 2 
—plummeting below. 


PANEL 3 

Logan’s claws drag on the sheer drop. Conan grabs onto Logan for dear life as they 
drop several hundred feet below to where the finished city sits. This is the air break on 
their descent to make plausible what happens next. 


PANEL 4 
Conan grabs Logan— 


PANEL 5 
—and tucks his knees onto his chest. He’s going let Logan take the full impact on the 
roof of one of the building below. 


PAGE 17 

PANEL 1 

INT. STOREROOM 

Conan and Logan crash through the snowy ceiling of a storeroom. Conan lands on 
sacks of flour. Logan hits the much harder floor. Maybe the ceiling was a thatched roof? 


SFX: BOOM! 

PANEL 2 

Neither man moves. Maybe the slate floors under Logan have cracked? 
SILENT, STILL 

PANEL 3 

Conan is up first—white like a ghost, covered in flour. 

CONAN: Ughnn... 

PANEL 4 

Logan sits up. He can’t stand yet. And his damaged body is half into the floor. 
LOGAN: <cough> 

PANEL 5 


silent 


PAGE 18 
PANEL 1-3 
silent 


4 
LOGAN: Thanks. Popeye needed his spinach. 

PANEL 4 

Conan swivels the leaking cask over a prone Logan, emptying the booze down onto his 
face. Logan can’t move, but he can drink deep. 


CONAN: This “spinach” is...good. 


PANEL 5 
Conan sets the cask down on its end, with the tap on top, so it’s not leaking 
everywhere. Logan manages to sit up finally. His ear dangles off his head. 


LOGAN: Who’re you—some pal of Ka-Zar’s? 
CONAN: | know not that man. 


| was fighting alongside the Avengers, and then | came to be 
here in this cursed place. 


PAGE 19 

PANEL 1 

Logan stands slowly. Conan sits on the cask. Both are exhausted and we’re not even to 
the end of issue one yet. 


LOGAN: Avengers, huh? 
Figures they’d leave a guy behind in the Savage Land. 
And they wonder why they’re always gettin’ attacked. 


CONAN: Know this, warrior: The treasure hidden within these walls 
will be mine. 

PANEL 2 

Logan presses his dangling ear back to his head. 

LOGAN: | ain’t here for that. 

LOGAN: Look, bub, there’s easier places to knock over...but | take it 


you’re not from around these parts? 


PANEL 3 
Conan moves to a wall where some samurai swords are displayed vertically. Yeah, 
they'll do for now. 


CONAN: | am Conan, of Cimmeria...bub. 
PANEL 4 
Logan moves to the door, sniffing it. 
LOGAN: | am Logan... 
...of Pabst. 
<SNIFF> 
PANEL 5 
Conan puts the samurai sword into his belt. 
CONAN: Hail, Logan of Pabst. 
CONAN: Your sneak blades make you a formidable foe. Truly, | 


have never met a man as deathless as you. 
CONAN: What is your business here? 


Logan and Conan both display their sneaking skills here as they part ways, 
only to come back together later. We should maybe do some whisper 
balloons? Frankly, this is a gear that both characters have that we never 
see enough of. 

PAGE 20 - DUSK 

PANEL 1 

Logan and Conan sneak out of the store house and into the street. 


LOGAN: My friend was kidnapped and brought here. 
LOGAN: But | can smell scents from Japan...Egypt and someplace | 
ain’t never been. 


CONAN: I’ve heard tales of a wizard who possesses a great 
treasure: an amulet with a jewel the size of an eye. 


PANEL 2 
Logan climbs up the wall, Conan follows. Two GUARDS are coming. One ninja, one 
Egyptian. 


CONAN: If it is the amulet you seek, we will cross blades again. 
PANEL 3 


Conan has spread his legs across the alley — one foot on each wall. Logan offers his 
hand down to Conan as the two guards pass by under them. 


SILENT 

PANEL 4 

Logan and Conan creep across rooftops now: 

LOGAN: Nah, not into jewelry. 

LOGAN: You ran into the Hand already. They usually don’t take the 


living, just the dead. 


CONAN: | hate necromancers! 


PAGE 21 

PANEL 1 

Conan spits at the mere mention of some damn dirty wizards. Logan smiles as he offers 
his hand. 


CONAN: PTOO! 

Wizards should be put to the sword! 
LOGAN: You got a lotta great ideas, bub. 

Grab yer treasure but don’t stick around... 
PANEL 2 
The two men shake hands. 
LOGAN: ...cuz things are gonna get hairy. 
CONAN: Good luck on your quest, Logan of Pabst. 
PANEL 3 


Conan heads off toward the Hyborian towers and his treasure. 


VOODOO CAP: Something is very rotten... 


PAGE 22 

PANEL 1 

EXT. MADRIPOOR 

A port town. A decadent art deco casino. 


VOODOO CAP: ...ln Madripoor. 

VOODOO CAP: Well, something is always rotten here, but never more so 
than now. 

PANEL 2 

VOODOO CAP: Some of the most powerful gangsters on the island have 
disappeared. 

VOODOO CAP: Even crime bosses have moms who love them. 

PANEL 3 

Voodoo heads to a waiting, open elevator. AGOON awaits. 

VOODOO: I’m here to see Ma. 

PANEL 4 


INT. ELEVATOR 
A small Asian elderly woman awaits Voodoo. 


VOODOO: I’m sorry about your son, Yun. 
VOODOO: You were right to call me. He couldn’t just disappear 
from behind all this security... 


PAGE 23 
PANEL 1 
The doors open upstairs. Voodoo stairs straight ahead. 


VOODOO: <SNIFF> 

VOODOO: I’m getting the sense that there’s something...supernatural 
about it. 

PANEL 2 


Voodoo looks down to make eye contact with the woman. He’s not unsympathetic. Even 
now. Yun is bereft. 


VOODOO: Though, | do wish you would have told me the Hand were 
behind this...and that they’re here now. 

YUN: They said they would return my boy if | called for you, 
Voodoo. 

PANEL 3 

Voodoo reaches into his interior jacket pocket. The elevator doors open. 

VOODOO: The Hand only takes, Yun. 

PANEL 4 

VOODOO: Anything to say before | kill you all... 

PANEL 5 


VOODOO: ...with this little voodoo doll? 


PAGE 24 

PANEL 1 

EXT. CITY OF SICKLES 

Conan climbs the nearly sheer face of the Hyborian Wizard Embassy, inching toward an 
open turret window with a guard that is staring OUT. 


CAP: Logan didn’t recognize the scents from the Hyborian age, 
but the Cimmerian did. 


CAP: Somehow the Hand was working not only with evil forces 

from Egypt, but the evil magicians that should not be 
in the Savage Land any more than Conan should. 
PANEL 2 


INT. HYBORIAN TURRET 
Conan leaps up and in to the window. He’s a sweaty mess from the climb. 


PANEL 3 
The guard goes for Conan— 


GUARD: WHA?! 


PANEL 4 
Conan punches the guard in the jaw. 


PANEL 5 
Conan creeps to the door at the end of the hall. 


PANEL 6 
Conan peers inside the guarded room. 
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PANEL 1 

CAP: Conan found his amulet...and the current owner seemed 
reluctant to part with it. 

CAP: 

PANEL 2 


CROM: Crom. 
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PANEL 1 

A SHORT TIME LATER BACK AT “THE BOWL”: 

A bruised Dr. Voodoo is on his knees above the remains of so many sacrificed humans. 


VOODOO: Okay...how about “best two out of three”? 


PANEL 2 
The Sickle Priest stands over Voodoo. Voodoo’s wrists are bound. 


SICKLE PRIEST: Thank you, but NO. 
SICKLE PRIEST: Your power will be joined with the blood in the bowl and we will be 
one rung higher on the ladder to our heaven. 


PANEL 3 
Voodoo spits blood. 


VOODOO: Man...what the hell are you talking about? 


PANEL 4 
The Sickle Priest points up to the night sky. 


SICKLE PRIEST: There is a planet beyond Pluto in our own solar system. 


PANEL 5 

Show the gray-and-black planet, almost indistinguishable from the dark, starless space 
around it. We catch that—at this moment—it is only reflecting enough light to appear 
like a sickle hanging in the darkness. Damn. Like | planned this. 


SICKLE PRIEST: Once a millennia it is in the proper orbit to form a conjunction with 
Earth. 


Let’s do this flashback sequence with borderless panels and a desaturated look? 
Except for any blood? Or hell, black, white and red? 
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PANEL 1 

This same exact spot. 113,000 years ago. 

The bowl is filled with primitive people. Ancient evil forces line the bowl. Their arms 
raised praying to the night sky. 


SICKLE PRIEST: Our sect will summon JHOATUN LAU, THE MARROW GOD... 


PANEL 2 
Instead of glass lenses, crystals are suspended by rope above the carnage. 


SICKLE PRIEST: _ ...and after he has supped on Earth... 


PANEL 3 
Starlight hits the blood. 


SICKLE PRIEST: _ ...we, his loyal acolytes will join him in his temple in the stars. 


PANEL 4 
The blood boils—an impossible effect. 


SICKLE PRIEST: A union was attempted during the last conjunction... 
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PANEL 1 - SPLASH 


SICKLE PRIEST: _ ...but the sacrifice must have been found to be wanting. 
Because none survived. 
This time, with the help of the other magic sects we hope the bowl 
is filled. 
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PANEL 1 
Voodoo looks truly disturbed. 


VOODOO: Y-you’re insane! 


PANEL 2 
The Sickle Priest thinks about it fora moment as he pulls out his small sickle. 


SICKLE PRIEST: Perhaps so. 
I’ve been here for so long...decades. Perhaps | have left my 
senses. | look forward to finding the truth. 


PANEL 3 
He smiles as he brandishes the sickle. 
LOGAN: VOODOO! 

HANG ON! 


DON’T YOU TOUCH HIM! 


PANEL 4 
Suddenly the sickle is knocked away by a ninja short sword. Or funnier if it was a ninja’s 
head? 


SICKLE PRIEST: Ah. The Wolverine. 
SICKLE PRIEST: SUBDUE HIM! 


PANEL 5 
Across the bowl from Voodoo, who is out in the center—Logan has killed a ninja and 
thrown his sword. Or...funnier if it’s a decapitated ninja? 


LOGAN: NO!!! 
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PANEL 1 
Voodoo is relieved. The Sickle Priest’s hands are around his throat. 


LOGAN: AAARRGH! 

PANEL 2 

Close up on: 

The Sickle Priest’s fingers grow into very elderly claws—the fingers are four inches of 
death. 


SICKLE PRIEST: DO NOT TARRY! RESTRAIN THE MUTANT! 


PANEL 3 

NINJA: We hear you and obey, Sir. 

PANEL 4 

PRIEST: Why have you brought me dead? We need powerful, living blood. 
5 

NINJA: These corpses are bait...for a warrior that has shed more blood 


than almost any other man... 


PAGE 31 

PANEL 1 

EXT. CEMETERY, BROOKLYN 

It’s night and it’s raining. The NYC skyline looms in the background. If we want to show 
Venom flying off to join the fight as we transition to the next contestant on Savage 
Avengers. A silhouette of a man in a black trench coat moves through the scene. 


NINJA CAP: ...we made sure he will know where to find us. 


PANEL 2 
The man’s boots trudge through the mud. Lightning flashes. 


PANEL 3 
The man stops. His shadow falls over a toppled grave marker. 


PANEL 4 
Lightning flashes. We can see the names on the headstone now. “CASTLE.” Oh, lordy. 
The Hand know how to pick a fight. They wanted powerful blood; they’re going to get it. 
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PANEL 1 - HALF SPLASH 

EXT. CEMETERY, BROOKLYN 

The NYC skyline looms in the background Frank Castle stands over the three holes that 
used to be where his family was buried. In order for this to be a splash, it should be a 
low-angle shot. Looking up at Frank as he scowls down. 


THE HAND CAP: The powerful blood our spell requires will seek us out. 
PANEL 2 
Castle bends down. A small Japanese bamboo vessel with a note that reads DRINK TO 


BE REUNITED WITH YOUR FAMILY. 


PANEL 3 
Frank chugs the bottle, a magical one-way ticket to the SAVAGE LAND. 


THE HAND CAP: Prepare to exsanguinate the Punisher. 


To Be Continued 
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